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“What will you be when you grow up?” 
The father asked. 

The boy looked up and smiled: 

“Tl be an angel, pa.” 


“Tt that so,” 

The father said, 

And there was 

A distant twinkle present in his eyes. 
“Well, my son,” 

“Time will show, 

Time will show.” 


And then, some twenty years passed by, 

And suddenly, the son had turned 

A man. 

“My boy, have you decided what you will be?” 
The father asked concerned; 

He knew his boy would soon 

Depart. 

The son looked up and smiled: 

“My father, have you forgotten what I told you?” 


And then, some twenty years passed by, 
And suddenly, the son had come 

To see his father once again. 

“My son, did you make up your mind?” 
The father whispered. 

The son replied: 

My pa, I did — 

I found at last 

The proper school, 

I studied long and hard, 

And though I am not done there yet, 

I know I soon will be. 


And then, some twenty years passed by, 
And suddenly, the son had turned 
A father, 


And children cried: 

“They say you will be leaving us?” 
He faintly smiled and then replied, 
A distant twinkle present in his eyes: 
My exam is fast approaching, 

I need to leave you now, 

But soon, I'll be an angel, 

And when | am, I’11 wait for you 
And be but a whisper away. 


And then, some days passed by, 

And men in dress had lunch and snuffed: 
“He never had a proper job, 

He never made a true career. 

Now what’s the latest 

On the stocks?” 


A homeless, overhearing them, 

He drew his breath 

And shook his head, 

And then, repairing trousers yet again, 
He held a needle up against the sky 
And eyed the morning star. 


(Note: The term “career” comes from the Latin word carraria, and means carriage road. 
Hence, the title of this poem. E.S.) 


